CHOOSING A PROFESSION

faces that I can recognize anywhere: a clear, open
look right out into the world, and a smile of forti-
tude that speaks of martyrdom. There is no
sense of amusement in this smile. It is not the
smile that breaks into a laugh, nor the sneering
smile of a fanatic. It is a smile of anticipation,
as though waiting for that supreme moment to
come when the full purpose of life is to be realized
dramatically in its purposeful and unflinching
surrender. Perhaps I might liken it to the smile
of a child that in time of danger stands by the
side of its parent, believing that all is well. The
Dare-to-Die must be cheerful, and he must be
courageous. This smile of friendly cheer and
courage is his badge of temperament.

And with this smile the Dare-to-Die goes to the
torture-rack, faces the firing-squad, engages in
the bloodiest hand-to-hand conflict, takes the cold
cut of the bayonet or the red spit of the gun with-
out flinching, without regret.

For lack of space I shall desist, however, from
the loquacity I feel in recalling memories of the
Dare-to-Dies, reserving for the chapter entitled,
"Sun and Hwang Hsing," something further in
this regard.
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